NOBLE ESSENCES
country covered with hanging woods. I had not been in the
English countryside since I had returned, about six weeks
before, from Italy and the South of France, and it seemed to
me that it had decked itself out in that particular glory with
which it seems to oppose public or private misfortune. Never
had leaves been more green or prosperous, woods more cool,
or streams clearer. A narrow road, with a wonderful view
over the long stone town, straggling along the river, wound up
the steep side of the hill on which the house was situated. . .
We had been nervous that we might not be able to see Davies,
for there had been no way of letting him or Mrs. Davies know
that we were coming. However, we were fortunate in finding
them at home, and in the fact that he was out of pain at the
moment, and able to receive and talk to us.
I thought William looked very ill, but his head, so typical
of him in its rustic or nautical boldness, with the black hair
now greying a little, but stiff as ever, surrounding the high,
bony forehead, seemed to have acquired an even more fine
and sculptural quality. He was full that day of plans for his
garden; a small terraced garden that ran along the slopes
above the house and caught all the sunshine. Whilst he was
on the lawn, just outside the window, talking to Violet Gordon
Woodhouse, and explaining what alterations,they had made,
and what others they intended, I was able to ask Mrs. Davies
the nature of his illness. She told me that his heart was ailing
and showed alarming symptoms of weakness, and that the
doctors attributed its condition to the perpetual dragging weight
of his wooden leg which for so long he had been obliged to
carry; but he did not know how sick a man he was, and
imagined himself to be suffering from indigestion, as to his
face the doctors pretended his complaint to be. Moreover,
Mrs. Davies, with her solicitude for him, never allowed him to
realise the seriousness of his illness, for the consciousness of it
would only have afflicted him still further. In his gentle way,
he was already nervous about himself. When Mrs. Davies
took Violet Gordon Woodhouse up the hill to show her the
improvements, he talked to me of himself. And I can still
hear the puzzled tones of his voice, full of pathos, as he said:
242